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You may i for hie,
ﬁ..‘*.ﬁ:::m*:.:mﬂ
results from toll.

1f you wonld have this,

w‘{?“ by t,
aia shmple fao
Enowledge you musi procure

1t you have savad this,

It vou have saved that,
ud it i« all vour own,
ou desarve all the ersdit

To Le not a volling stone.

It you work for this,

It you wirk tor ihat

/nd Wabor with » will,

The rean!t witl he sucooss,

And men will npte your sakill

You may read this book,

You may read that hook,

But the better kind;
You must read s nsetul ook,
Or you're only wasting time.

Yot may drink this glasa,

You muy drink that glass,

il you gqusuch the liguor crave;
Forget not that in the end

You'll fill & drunkard’s grave.

Yon muy o this way,

You may go that way,

You may go Irom deor to door:
Without vod's love {a your heard,
Thoe devil will get you sure.

UNCLE SI'S FAMILIAR EPISTLES
T0 IHQUIRING YOUTH,

2 _Serving it Hot for a Would-be
s Koper, ™

An immature New York tough writes
to me as follows: ’

“Mistur Unkel Si ime in a sunide
Bhue Store 20 yeers old i am butt
wanter bee n Koper Kopp fur short
wich is pleesman yer know & snm gits
ontu it Iich Cos 1ts a Bully Racket &
ime gonter Be a Kop if You was Mee
wood you Be pleesman You Ken Bleed
de Qusby Blokes & Blowers & make
& Stake every Day ime goin fur it Sure
wood You, if yer Down oan fellers yer
Ken La; fur em & Nock de Statlin
outen Em its & Dizzy llackit & ime

onter bee One woodn't You few was

ee. yor Ken wurk de Gin mils to de
Queans taist & bee hi Pye wid all de
Dazy survent gurls & Play it sweat on
de Apel wimmins fur Peenutts &
peeches yor Ken fish de Lushes pokes
& run em in fur Deank & Disordly &
gwipe many o flunsy & the Salry is
Bang up 1200 Dollers Yeer & Kountt
Mee in every Time."

Well, sir, I termed you an “imma-
ture tough,” but, reperusing your un-
couth sereed, I must say that your im-
matureness is not that of the new-born

glam or unfledged tadpole, not at all. |

All you require is a slight experience
in the field congenial to you to become
a bleoming tough of the lirst water; of
hickory incorrigibility ; it is 1o you, and
all it wants is an outing.

It is evident that the “Shue Store”
—whether it or you is twenty years
old would be hard to tell by your let-
ter, but 1 presume you refer to
your own age—is no place for
you or your capabilities, What you
most urgently require is a place in the
fleld most copgeunial to your warped
nuture; and the more immediately the

better, as you would the sooner reach |

the end of vour tether, young man, it
being morally certain that you would
go it with a rush from the start, with-
out any discretion whatever, thereby
being the more quickly brought down
to the ring-bolt, mueh to the relief of
your fellow-citizens and a portion of the
rest of maokind, probably. As such
galoots as you—your letter justides the
ase of this term, and the application of
it to you—ecun't be jerked up and
juggod for what they are capable ol do-
ing, the best way is to give them every
chance possible of showing their eus-

sedness, as a quick meaus to the desired |

pnd—the squelching of such galoots by
gallows and rope, or the secluding of
the same in stone residences of
State; therefore, if you can’t emulate
Tun MoeCarthy, of Oak street, your
pity, young man, and become a dive-
Ikeeper of like cussedness of caliber, by
all means do the next best thing, and
,get appointed to the “finest police force
in the world,” as a “chiet” once termed
it, and which it fondly imagines itself
to Le, but which is thus ironically
termed by the citizens at large,
with others not “at
of whom, in durance vile, are better,
morally, than the sume number of the
“finest,” picked at random.

As a New York “cop,” young man of
innate cussedness of soul, you will have
opportunities to follow your natural
bent, which is cussedness of eighteen
-carats, fully equal, if not superior, to
those enjoyed by dive-keepers of the
McCarthy stamp, and I feel convineed,
from your letter, that you will be fully
able to take advantage of said oppor-
tunities, and make the most of them.
You may not pull together as big a
boodle as Tim MecCarthy, the Jay
Gould of dive-keepers, has corralled in
the seme length o
of vour internal sheolishness ean do
well until he runs the thing into the

ound, as it were, which you are

und to do sooner or later, Should
ou ever rise to a captainey in the
finest,” your opportunities for harvest-
ing a boodle will inerease in number

and volume, and the amount of filthy |

Inere you can hive for a “rainy day” —
\ ¥ aaj

this is a figurative term for an indefi- |
aite period, as anderstood —need never |

be known to any one not inside your
own waisteoat, and will only be limit-
ed by vour desires in the direction of
wealth, be they moderate or the reverse,

The captain of your 200th precinot,
% “blue nose” from the kingdom thereof,
which is located somewhere in the fogs
of old-cheese density that enshroud the

far eastern portions of this otherwise

bleat and happy hemisphere, has, it is
alleged, by following the routes of
sconomy and foresight, not to mention
him!ligzt. and by “strict atten-

tion to Dbusiness"—it is a cold

the |

large,” many |

time, but a fellow |

eaptain has an abundance of 1
of “sand,” goes without saying.

! police snreoinch are not alike.
Not all are highly bﬁrodnnﬁu “sugar”
Phnhtium: not rich, naurife
‘placers” for the ngg-rmdimment of the
head “prospectors.” While all “pan

entitled to the tart for “productive-
ness;” and, as happy must be the cap-
tain in whose precinet the gamblers,
crooks, and io-keepers most do
congregate, provided said captain has
sbundance of serviceable “sand in his
craw,” then must the captain of the
yre-eminent police precinet of New
‘ork be happy, for he ean “round up”
more cattle of the breeds mentioned,
to the square acre, than any other po-
lice va]rtain on the continent, probably;
and this kind of stock is very profitable,
if well handled; and what this captain
doesn’t know about handling stock of
the varieties mentioned wouldn't be
worth knowing to sny one else. \'eri“liv
there is but one 200th precinet—in all
the land, let us hope—and the “sports”
and the ®crooks” and the bagnio-
keepers are its profit, and ever will be,
else am I no prophet,

But why speak of eaptaincios to you,
unfledged bird of evil intent, snooded
in a “snide shoe store”—it is “snide,” 1
suppose, becanuse it doesn’t offer oppor-
tunities enough for your beating and

bilking propensities—why to yon speak
‘ of eaptainecies, when, fledged in the field
of promise, that of police provision,
| you will ly to certain destruction, and
| go to meet Crowley, gone before, long
|eru vou sport the chevrons of a ser-
geant, even,
You-—why, you are a moral rattle-
| snake, a moral hyena, a moral tiger, a
| moral octopus—this means “devil-fish,”
understand—in shorf, a “moral leper,”
than which nothing worse can be said
of & human. When a man gets to be
[ a “moral leper” he has struck bottom,
| a8 it were, and rests—no, he can't rest,
[he flounders about in the blackest
{ slongh that turpitude ever opened on
the pampas of civilization: and there's
|juat where you are (loundering, you
| moral “devil-fish,” you. Your letter
‘provluinm youa combination of moral
monstrosities; a whole moral me-
| nagerie  of wild and earnivorous
| beasts and reptiles, every one of which
| is worse than the other; and that you
| should so commit yourself in black and
white argues that the doetrime of total
depravity was not founded on the base-
| less fabrie of the cosmiec phantom of
irreconcilableness, or any other spook
in the far-away whenness of ancient
previosity, but on the solid bedrock of
innate cussedness, an integral portion
| of which is represented in your person.
| Now, put that in your pipe and smoke
it, depraved galoot of sheolish wvirus;
into your glass and “drink it down,” or
spread it on your bread and “eat it up:”
any way to get it into you, I care not
how.

Your letter shows you to be a futty
degeneration of triple X depravity; a
natural-born beat, bilk, bruaiser, ruf-
{ fian, thief, and everything that is

frowned upon in respectable circles.
If not already n practical thief, your
letter shows that yon are on more or
less intimate terms with the vernacular
of thieves in regular standing, and that
il you cannot “patter flash” with the
most accomplished of the fraternity,
yvou oan catch on to the lingo readily,
| and finish your education in that line
at short notice; and let me tell von,
sir, that no well-regnlated ecitizen
would ever be on terms of intimacy
with the flash of thieves, and don't you
forget it.

It is evident that you have studied
{ into the marvels, “makes,” maneuvers,
{and mysteries of that portion of the
political economy of ecivilization which
absorbs policing—1if you haven't as yet
“fit into” it, as old man Shingle “fit
into the Revolution,” it is morally
certain that yon would fit into a police-
man's coat and place, and, in time, vie
with the toughest of a erowd nothing
if not tough.

It is a “Bully Rackit,” you say, “&
sum gits ontu it Rich.” To cotton to
your vernacular, I must say that you
have got the matter “dead to rights"—
it is & “bully racket” for such ns join
[the foree, going down through the
slums in blue and brass, and doing
| business on the great thorounghfares;
and many do “get onto it rich,” the
idiom understood. You can “Bleed de
' Quisby Blokes & blowers & make a
Htake every Day,” you say. Yes, yon
festive tarantula, yon can do these
things, which are done every day,
and you are just the centipede
that will never fail in doing. “Yon
ken Liay for fellers if yer Down on em
& Nock de Stuffn outen em,” yon say.
Of course you oan; it is done every day,
and you are just the “tarrier” to go for
'om; your ruflinnly, brutal nature will
have a wide scope for operation, and

will never be backward in coming for- |

ward, I am satisfied.

As yon say again, you can “wurk de
(kin mills to de Queans taist & bee hi
| pye wid all de Dazy survent gurls.”

Of course you can, and, as you say,
sponge on the apple women, fish the
pockets of “lushers,” and “swipe many
a flimsey.” True, too true, you shovel-
nosed shark, for they “all do it,” and
yon are not going w be left, to any
reat extent. You say the “Salry is
angup 1200 Dollers Yeer.” Right
you are again, you hook-billed vulture,
chafing in & “snide Shue Store.”
It is & “bang-up salary” for such mato-
rial as gathers it in. Not one in fifty,
the whole foree through, could com-
. mand the half of it in any other sphere
! of action, the mechanics bo':ﬂr too lazy
| to work at their trades, while the re-

day when he doesn't attend to “busi- | mainder could command only the low
ness” —laid by a store of the needful | pay of unskilled laborers. Yes, you
sufficient unto the end of his days, oven | are right, I say, again; it is a “bang-up

should these run up into the hundreds salary,” and you are just

of yours, as did those of the late la-
mented Mr. Methuselah, of Palestine,
or some ranch contigu

ous; and this |
by was erected on the foundation of | with what has been the sl

[ |

appling-iron to get onto it with your
(=4 ’

You wind up your glowing dispatoh
ogan of every

$2,000 yearly salary, and in s fow individoal jackal from awsy back be-
; which goes to show that fore the ime of one Adam of Eden, and

_ y is not econfined to Congress.
wen, and

which is—“Kountt Mee in

Time"
a Now York police cap- | —me with a capital M mmﬂoq

out” more or less, mn the great metrop- !
olis-by-the-sea, there is but one fairly

the sort of

lin gquick , and, fi
iiug. succumb to indigestion; in other
| words, you will sow the wind and resp
'the whirlwind. I know you will, for
that's the sort of reaper you are, and
I don't you forget it.
But there, your screed makes me
tired—yon e me tired—all over
and clear through. '‘Go and be a
“Koper” at once, and stand not on the
order. The sooner you get on the
“foroe” the sooner you will monnt the
gallows, or be retired to a State prison,
for you are of cussedness abnormally
cussed.  ~elah! I xoLe S
P. 8.—If you fail to become a graft
on the New York “Finest,"” light out on
the double-quick for London, where,
according to late revelations, there is a
“Drury” police force, enrolled in which
organt ‘ution you would soon become a
shining light, ont-Heroding Herod, as
it were.— U'ncle Si, in Chicago Ledger.

Nensible Advice,

A well-known journalist recently ad-
vised all boys and girls at once to be-
gin keeping a scrap-book, in which
they should set down descriptions of
any noteworthy place or scene which
comes in their way; also accounts ol
any remarkable person whom they
met, with their photographs, or little
personal details.

“In thirty years,” he says, “such a
book will be invaluable to the owner,
especially if he be a journalist or lit-
erary man,”

The most tritfling details in such a
book as “Pepys’ Diary” or the “Memoirs
of Madame de Remusat,” are read now
with keen interest, ns they make flesh
and blood of historieal characters who
else would be but shadows to us, There
are other habits which boys and girls
ean cultivate that will be of inealen-
lable use to fhem hereafter,

Frederick Hobertson made it a rule
af ten vears of age to commit one or
two verses of Beripture to memory
every morning while he was dressing,
and kept it up all his life. It became
the dmly bread of life to him in his
yoars of suffering,

Beénjamin Franklin counted the day
jost in which he had not mastered a
sentence in a foreign tongue.

Certain families in Virginia have ad-
hered for generations to the custom of
putting beside each child's bed some

surprise in the morning. 'I'he gifts are
of little or no value; a fruit or flower
or \ait'llll‘f' cut from a paper, Buat the
child wakens to the consciousness of a
watchful, tender love, with its first
gight of the day.

Delecamp, most cheerful of philoso-
phers, prepared such pleasnres for
himself when he was a boy. “I always
managed to have something pleasant to
wliach I could look forward on wuken-
ing, if it were only a walk or a page in
a fairy story. Come what might, I was
resolved to force happiness into my
life.”

The Germans, with the same pnrpose
in view, observa all birthdays and other
anniversaries in the family, and crowd
into the daily life as muny cheap,
simple plessures ns possible. If
American young people would imitate
these homely, cheerful ecustoms our
households would be more happy, and
we should hear of fewer deaths from
overwork and nervous
Youth's Companion.

disease, —

Useful Hints to Fleshy People.

Recourse to starvation, anti-fat, diet-
ing by mensure, sud the swallowing of
acids is not ouly absurd but suicidal.
Mr. Banting's dietary is so depleting
to the system that for one ralieved
thereby a dezen suffer positive injury.
Any one can reduce his flesh by not
eating suflicient food to repair the
waste that is constantly going on. The
| cure, however, in this case is worse
| than the disease. Starvation remedies
! are of no account, for abstinence from

food means a sacrifice of albumen as
well as fat, and anmmia ensnes,

A striet regimen is the only cure for
obesity. A dietary, however, that robs
the system of its nutrition should be
avoided. Fatis supposed to produce
fat. Such is not the case. Fat, com-
bining with the carbo-hydrates and al-
buminous compounds, operates directly
againgt obesity. * No dyspeptic need
fear to eat fat so long as too much is
not taken. Fat checks all nitrogenous
waste and appeases thirst as well as
hunger. The great thing to be done
in order to correct corpulence is to ab-
stain from cating starchy and sac-
charine foods. Vegetables rich in
albamen, however, make desirable
dishes, Potatoes should never be
eaten. Fish and all kinds of meats
can be eaten at pleasure, but beer and
malt lignors generally should be avoid-
ed, in comnsequence of the carbo-hy-
drates contained therein. A dietary
| from which the sugars and starches are
excluded will do for the corpulent
| what no medicine ecan do—that is,
| make them thin.

Labor Statisties,

| A building was in process of ercction
opposite a public building, in Washing-
| ton Qity, Omne of the clerks, who bhad
been looking out of the window for
| some time, said to mnother clerk who
was reading a newspaper:

“I have been watching that workman
over there, and he has not done a lick
of work in all that time, I wonder
what he gets paid for 2"

Just about the same time the work-
man remarked to a {fellow workman:

“Just look at that Government clark
over there. He hasn't done anything
IemeEt look out of the window for the

lnst half hour. No wonder the conntry
is going to the dogs."— Texas Siftings.

Water and Spirit,

“I don't think my religion will be
obatacle to our n.nizn,' he urged ; -1'3
» spiritualist.”

sm afraid it will,” she replied.
“Papa is a prohibitionist, you know.”

Parer flour barrels, a recant inven-

::'lldﬁanl.

little gift which would be a pleasant |

are coming into favor in some Was if not always a souvenir of past

A People with a Golden Fature to Look
Porward Ta,

If any race in North Africa has o
age in store for it that race is
Berber or Shelluh. In numbers
and physical strongth it already stansd
tirst in Moroeco, ith the Arab ele-
ment it does not mix at all, People of
this blood and language spread under
different tribal names from Cape Spar-
tel to Nubia and the Egyptian Son
They are, in a rude but energetic fash-
ion, teaders, farmers, and shepherds,
and have angainst desperate odds gained
a reputation for intelligence and in-
dustry. It is a sign, characteristic of
French rule, that in Africa alone have
the representatives of this most promis-
ing race, the Kabyles, declined in nnm-
bers. We say promising advisedly,
because those who wish wall to Moroe-
co must live in hope. The rule of
Sultan Mulai Hassan, excopt in coast
towns subject to European infiuence,
like Tetuad, Tangier, and Mogador, is
o weak but uncontrolled despotism.
Persons convicted of small offenses, or
entirely innocent, crowd the prisons
and remain there for life. BSlavery is
forbidden, but in no wise suppressed.
Fiscal monopolies and taxes are de-
creed st will, and payment of the latter
is evaded by any one who can take to
the hills. The inhabitants of the Riff
snd Atlag live in chronic rebellion
against the kaids of their prov-
inces who aet as the Sultan’s
taxgatherers. From the southern
territories of Sus and Tafilet the
imperial exchequer gets little more
than the spoil amassed by Government
raids, often headed by the Sultan him-
self. The retaliatory brigandage which
is provoked by such measures is per-
petuated by the absence of an efficient
army of police. Indeed, military serv-
ice and personal serfdom are often
synonymous. The worst features in the
situation are the thinness of the popu-

| made keen by the pure, invigorating

latian and the want of communication,
Moroceo is larger than France, but its
inhabitants, once very numerous, have
dwindled to about six millions. Tt s/
said to possess no wheeled carriage be- |
sides the Sultan’s coach at Fez. It is |
covered with mwetalliferons mountains |
and traversed by large rivers, mostly |
running westward from sources at At-
las; but it has neither roads nor!
bridges, Irrigation, which now supple-
ments to some small extent the A.L-ﬁ-
cient rainfall and the irregular flow of |
the rivers, needs an enormous develop- |
ment; but the natives have neither the |
money nor the confidence required. In
cirenmstances like these the weakness
of the Government and the poverty of
the people act and react upon ench
other to the common ruin, The condi- |
tion of the rural population is indeed
one of primitive destitution and would
be intolerable but for the masmnificent
climate in which they live. The men
tend flocks, or seratch the earth with
plows of patriarchal make, and women
act as beasts of burden. The ordinary |
village is composed of the rudest cab- i
ins of mud, sticks and leaves. The |
few manual industries of the country |
are starved alike by want of encour- |
agement snd want of accessible maor- |
kets, Such export trade as is done at
the ports, and mnotably at Tangiers,
gives no idea of the real resources of
Morceco. The econstruction of roads |
and harbors and the abolilion of vexa-
tions imposts wonld enable other in-
dustries to share in the success which
actually attends the cattle trade with
Gibraltar. But neither poverty nor
tyranny has entirely crushed the well- |
conditioned natures of the population.
| Least of all has it prepared them for
forcible annexation by a European
power. Neither Arab nor Berber has
anvtlung of Egvptian servility about
him. One might expect mendicancy to |
be rampant, but this is not the case.
Beggars are thicker and more shame-
less at Seville, Naples, or Boulogne
than at Tetuan or Tangier. The char-
acter of the people, like that of the
country, is ealculated to excite hope as |
| well as regret. It seems quite impos-
sible to believe that these fine races are
to live on like this forever. The trans- |
forming influence must come from En- |
| rope, and the fate of Moroeco depends
| on the generosity and single-minded-
'ness of the particular European nation |
{that may exercise that influence,— |
National Review.

A Parable from Nature.

Long, long ago, when the world was
much younger than it is now, the spirit
of the flowers wandering forth one
midsummer eve was attracted by the |
gound of voices borne on the evening
air, |

“What is the good of being graceful |
and beautifal where there is no one to |
admire one ?” grumbled a briar, swaying |
its pmk and white blossoms to and fro.
“How seldom even a butterfly pene-|
trates the gloomy solitude of the fur-'
sit! If I had only more air, more |
light, more room, I might indeed make |
a show in the world., As it is, wlmt|
happinessis there for such as me hore?” |

“Have we not abundantly all we re- |
quire 2" replied a plant nestling by the
water's edge. “The swallows as they
skim by me say that the world is full :
of restraint and struggle, and forget- |
fulness of others. Nay, if I eould have |
my wish, it is not admiration, but the
power of influence that I would seek."

“And I to make others happy,”
Iaughed atiny white flower, as it folded |
ita petals closely over its golden heart, |
The dew fell slowly and softly on the |
speakors, lulling them to rest; and the
spirit, breathing on the sleepers as he |

assed, granted the wishes he had

onrd,

The briar, removed from her lonely
position in the wood, became in time
the queen of flowers, and held her
court in stately gardens; but gone were
her careless grace and caressing ways,
which had made her welcome rn bush
or bower ; for were not her admirers also
rules of form and color? Was it not
also whispered abroad that her happi-
ness was not complete, for did not
thorns still linger arou d the rose, with
which at times she even wounded ber

friends?

The forget-me-not, too, left the bab-
bling and crept into the meadow
snd pleasure groinds, bearing its ua-

selfish using its uncansciona
influence ; for Ri it ever speak of itsolf?

| softest velvet,— k.

joys, & remembrance of the beloved
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care gathered the wayside flower and
was strengthened; for did it not speak
to each of all- ing love —that un-
broken ebain which, with its lden
fetters, binds the fleeting days of time
to an unfading eternity *— T'he Quirver.

Cowboys en a Drive,

A picturesque, hardy lot of fellows,
these wild “cowboys,” as they sit on the
ground by the fire, each man with his
can of colfes, his fragrant slice of fried
bacon on the point of Lis knife-blade,
or sandwiched in between two great
hanks of bread, rapidly disappearing
before the onslanghts of appetites

breezes of these high plains. See that
beawny fellow with the erisp, tight-
curling yellow hair growing low down
on the nape of his massive neck rising
straight and supple from the low collar
of his loose flannel shirt, his sun-
browned face with the piercing gray
eyes looking out from under the broad
brim of his bhat, his lower limbs clad in
the heavy “chaps”—or leather overalls
—stained a deep reddish-brown by long
use and exposure to wind and weather,
his revolver in 1ts holster swinging from
the cartridge-filled belt, and his great
spurs tinkling at every stride, as, having
drained the last drop of coffee, he puts
down the can, and turns from the fire
toward the horses, picking np as he

net?—Fall R.i:?rhddmm

“Oy course you believe he loves

“I'm not so sure sbout it."

“Why not?" “Why, ding it all,
he wants to marry ber!"—Chicago
Ledger.

ExrERIMENTS are being made to coin
money out of quicksilver. Itis
that they will get some kind of money
that will hurry sabscribers s little.
Newman Independent., *

Lm‘“mv bo ﬂukm M-ou—m be fiat

eREs O “

But :u.‘f;'.. who doals in butter laughs,
or butter's always strong.

- Hoston Cowrier,

“Tugy didn't pick that stuff quick
enough, did they, mamma?"* a
little boy as he & grocery where
soveral cakes of Limburger were taking
¢ breathing spell outside.—ZPBrookiyn
Times.

“I xxow what makes it yain, mam-
ma,” said a little toddler during a
shower on a hot day. *“And what do
you think it is that does it, darling ?" “I
dess it's Dod a twettin.”"—Chicago
Ledger.

Proys. Procror says that “without
water there can be no voleano.” “That
may be (hic) s0," said old Bml:ﬁ
“and without whisky there (hic) wo
be fewer eruptions—at home ”—Nor-
ristown Herald,

“I oaN'T say as he went to heaven,”
remarked a Fort Scott citizen of a de-
censed townsman, “but he paid & bill
of cleven years' standing day be-
fore he died, and you can judge for

goes the huge lLeavy leather saddle,
with its high pommel and streaming
thongs of rawhide, that has served him
as o pillow during the night. Quickly,
Lis “caynse” is saddled, the great broad

| hair-rope girths tightly “sinched,” the

huge bit slipped isto the unwilling
mouth, and with a bound the active
fellow is in the saddle. Paw, pony,
paw; turn your eyes till the whites
show; lay your pointed ears back;
squeal end kick to your heart’s content.
Oh, buck away! you have found your
master; for the struggle does not last
long. The practiced hand, the heavy
spurs, and stinging whip soon repeat
the almost daily lesson, and with one
last wicked shake of the head the wiry
“cayuse” breaks into his easy lope, and
away go horse and rider to their ap-
pointed station on the flank of the
great drove.

The others soon follow, camp is
broken, the wagon wurely packed
ready for the road, and the work of the
day commences. The cattle seem to
know what is coming. On the edges
of their scattered masses the steers lift
their heads and gaze, half stupidly,
half frightened, at the lying horsomen ;
as the flanks are turned they begin
closing in toward one another, moving
up in little groups to a common center.
Now and then a steer or some young
bull, more headstrong or more territied
than his ccmrades, breaks away and
canters off clnmsily over the prairie,
In a moment he is pursued, headed off,
turned, and driven in toward the herd
agnin. As they “close in mass"—to
use an apt military phrase—"round up"
on all sides by the swift-riding cow-
boys, they are gently urged onward by

| the drivers in the rear, until the whole

herd is slowly moving forward, feeding
as they go, in a loose wide column,
headed toward the break in the moun-

tains that indicates the mouth of the |

eanon through which it is to pass.
Very slowly and cauntiously the herd
moves forward: sometimes there is a
halt in front; those in the rear crowd
up more closely ; very gently, and with
soothing cries, the experienced cowboys
urge them on agnain. It is tieklish
work, for a momentary panic may
drive scores of them down the pre-

' cipitous sides of the monutain,

And now the canon widens, and, sue-
ceeding the high rock walls and great
trees, ita sides gradually merge into
gently rising, grass-covered slopes; the
river, too, is broader, its surface shin-
ing like polished silver, and betraying
its onward movement only by an ocea-
sional soft ripple and low lap-lap of the
water against its overhanging banks,
from which, breathing out the sweet
fragrance of thousands of newly opened
buds, the wild rose bushes hang down
their slender branches. Away up the
slopes, dancing and nodding their
pretty heads in the soft breeze, the
gayly colored wild flowers—yellow sun-
flowers, daisies, blue harebells—mingle

their bright hues, melting into one an- |

other on the distant round hill-tops,
covering them as with a carpet of the
F. Zogbawm, in
Harper's Magaszine,

l_;ll'llng the Hat.

In the good old days, when “sussi-
ety” didu't depend on the height of a
man's shirt ecollar or the searcity of
cloth in his pants, or the drawl in his
articulation, there was something state-
ly and commanding in the manner of
lifting the hat when the lady gave the
signal for recognition. It was com-
bined with a bow which had to be well
executed in order to make the other
effectual, It was a sure index to a
gentleman, for I never knew a vulgar
man to acquire the art of lifting his hat

racefully. But this seems to have
fwen obliterated l?‘ the coming genera-
tion in pants. The thing now is to
grab the rim of the hat in front with
the same celerity you wounld grab for a
seat in & street-car. Having clutched
the right spot, you jerk the hat down
a8 if you were trying to hide your face
—and & man who will take off his hat
in this way ought to hide his face—
then you rub the hat wp and down
your front, taking care not to go below
the belt, very quickly, as if you wera
teying to allay irritation. When the
hat gets back to its place yon m!ike
like » monkey; one grin is all the
custom es. By this time the ludy
has , and if she is = sensible
woman it 18 her turn to grin. —Chicago
Herald.

Tue Woman's Jowrnal wauts the
Government to pension for life every

-

yourself.”— Texas Siftings.

i TasrLEav—Mother with a bad bo
| bent—across her knee. Blipper

' her hand, which she surveys ntently,
| Recitative—meditatively: Um, um,
| This looks to bLe very well adapted to
the end in view—Merchant Traveler.

“I am going to husband my re-
sources,” said an indulgent mother to
| a worthless son, who was worrying her
life by demanding money. “I think
you had better husband some of my
sisters,” was the curt reply.—Carl
Pretzel’s Weekly.

Ax exchange notes: “Msny well-
meaning people neglect the payment of
bills, not becanse they are too stingy
to pay or have not the means to do so,
but merely becanse they do not realize
how convenient it would be to those to
whom the money is due "—Yonkers
Gazetle.

“Miss ExMya Nevapa,” it is stated,
“recently kissed 300 girls in San Fran-
cisco.” Well, that is nothing to brag
of. When we were a young man—re-
member we emphatically state the time
—we kissed 400 young girls, and we
didn't go to Oalifornia to do it either.
— Whitehall Times.

“Do yov have your chickens sent
you from Tennessec?” asked a new
boarder of an Eighth avenue landlady.
“No, sir; I qet them down in the mar-
ket. Why?" *“Oh, nothing; only I
read this morning that hens in that sec-
tion of the country are never killed un-
til old enough to vote. That's all.”—
New York Morning Jouwrnal,

A CATASTHOPHE.

Only a cyolist gigantie,

Astrids of a sixt, -inch wheel,
Eveing sidewiae s malden romantio

As he drives on his swift steed of steel.
Ouly & poor lttle tabby,

=linking =lyly across the smooth street,
Her mottled fur dirty and shanby,

Out she darts from beneath the girl's feet.
Ounly a sky-tocket header,

While the malden just stands still and stares;
A poor feline, wuo couldn’t be deader,

And a whopyping old bill 1or rejuirs,
w—Namerville Jouraal,

Wuex Eli Perkins was in Little
Rock, and while he sat in the rotunda
of the hotel, relating his experiences,
an old farmer who had been an atten-
tive listener arose, sighed wearily, and
remarked to a friend: “Come on, Sam,
let's go. I don’t know that man's
pame and I don't want to hurt his
feelin's, but bLlamed if I don't believe
that he’s the worst eut-and-dried liar I
ever saw, Come on or he'll feteh the
rhenmatiz back on me so bad I can't
hobble,”—Arkansaw Traveler.

REPARLTER,
They were lunching one day,
In % hund=ome cate,
And she happened to say,
As she noliord the way

That he and foecream were in unity,

“Can yeu eat joe croam with impunity?™
And he made the reply,

With » wink of the eye,

“No, tvit 1 can with a spoon.”
Dut her triumph came soon;
As they lert the saloon,

He gave her a opportanity;
“And now, i, ¥
As the weathor I8 oloar,

Can you take s walk with impunity?
Her smile was as bright ns the moon,
And delicionnly shy
Came the mocking reply,

“No, but 1 ean with a sj.00n."
—Ben Wood Davis, tn vife,

—
The Ol Virginians,

In things evil there is often the
motive stirring beneath.
this black
not to blindl

T

roison of intolerance cught
us to what it springs from.
Hera as in New Englln y it was the
rank growth as of noxions weeds from
o strong soil of faith. These men at

least believed. Life, which in this

to many—a flitting gleam AWH,

into everdee il‘lg' Mm Il,I
earnest affair to the men of that cen-
ey were not half-believers or

-

woman, rich or sick or well, who
h-mhua.m The mothers

| of some deserve throe or four pensions.




